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its importance as marking the end of an epoch, i'or on
account of it Norton was taken away from 1 In minor-
smith in a hurry, before the term was quite: finished.

The thing arose in this way: Kookwiih, ever sar-
donically on the look out for human frailty, clumwl
to intercept one of the friendly smiles with which, when
the Misses Twislleton's henchwoman xvas looking the
other way, Joan Stathern now filled the youn^ heart
of Norton with rapture and despair. Al the moment
he said nothing, but: next clay, finding Norton hack at
his old post on the sloping lawn, he mentioned the
matter. They hud for SOUK* weeks pasl resumed their
old intimacy, and Rookwith spokr now not as the
licensed jester, but in his rule ot tluk mature and world-
worn man of affairs.

"It was too noticeable altogether,'* he warned
Norton. ''And so was your smile back at her, You'll
both get into trouble."

Norton abstractedly wound a grass with innvasing
tightness round one finger, till the end went while;
sighed; gazed at the river; but otTcreo no intelligible
comment.

"What you want to do," Rookwith continued
seriously, "is to meet her. See. her more often. That'll
cure you quicker than anything/'

Norton muttered: "1 don't want to be cured, you
fool," and, after reflection: "Mow the devil ain I
meet her?"

"At her home, of course, Don't her people live in
town?"

"Yes, but I can't go there."

']Why not?"

"Can't get away. Old Pulteney won't give me a
permit now without a letter signed by a relative."